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pause, and from his tone it was quite impossible to determine
Whether he were serious or sarcastic.
" The company's back at home, I suppose ? "
" They're all enjoying themselves in the village.  Well,
shall we finish our drink ? "
*"AU right."
" Your health ! "
" Good luck ! "
In the porch the door latch rattled. Now quite sober,
Gregor glanced from under his brows at Stepan, and noticed
that a pallor again washed over his face.
Aksinia entered, her head wrapped in an embroidered
kerchief. Not noticing Gregor, she approached the table,
and took a side glance at him. Terror spurted in her black,
dilated eyes. She panted, then said with an effort *
" Greetings, Gregor Pantalievich ! "
Stepan's great angular hands, which were resting on the
table, began to tremble. Gregor silently bowed to Aksinia,
not letting fall one word.
Setting two bottles of home-made vodka on the table,
she again threw Gregor a glance full of anxiety and secret
joy, turned and went into the dark corner of the room, sat
down on the chest, and tidied her hair with trembling hands.
Mastering his agitation, Stepan unbuttoned his shirt collar,
which seemed to be choking him, filled the glasses to the
brim, and turned to his wife *
" Take a glass and sit down at the table."
" I don't want any/'
f< Come and sit down ! "
" But I don't drink vodka, Stepan."
" How many times have I got to tell you ? " Stepan's
voice shook.
" Sit down, neighbour," Gregor smiled encouragingly.
She gave him a pleading glance, and swiftly went to the
cupboard. A dish fell from the shelf and crashed on the
floor.
" Ah, what a pity ! " the housewife clapped her hands in
chagrin.
J   Aksinia silently gathered up the fragments.
Stepan filled her glass also to the brim, and once more
** his eyes flamed up with yearning and hatred.
^ __" Well, let's drink. . . " he began, and was silent.